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but while he was digging a grave to the depth of his waist
much time passed.
Gregor buried his Aksinia by the brilliant morning light.
As she lay in tne grave he folded her deathly pale, yet
swarthy arms across her chest, and covered her face with
her kerchief, so that the earth should not fill her glazing,
half-open eyes as they gazed immovably at the sky. Then
he took his farewell of her, firmly believing that they would
not be separated for long.
With his palms he diligently pressed down the damp
yellow clay over the mound, and remained long on his
knees beside the grave, his head bowed, his body swaying
a little.
Now he had nothing to hurry for. Everything was
finished.
The sun rose above the ravine through the smoky haze
of the burning wind from the east. Its rays silvered the
mass of grey hair on Gregor's head, and slipped over his
pale and terribly immobile face. As though awaking from
an oppressive sleep, he raised his head and saw above him
the black sky and the blindingly glittering, black disc of the
sun.